A MODERN INSTANCE.

Btory of Obscene Pletures, an Unfust
Accusation and a Sadly-Blighted
Childhood,

I felt him before I saw him. 1
heard a stealthy movement behind
me, as of some creature in trouble
creeping into the car. 1 had beea
watching the parting groups on the
platform of the little country sta-
tion, but this passenger was not one
of them.

Turning, I faced the boy, as he
shuffled past me and huddled into the
corner seat in the front end of the
ear. Oh, such a face for a boy!
Enough to break a mother's heart!
And in the eyes a look that appealed
to all the protecting tenderness a
woman can know.

The boy was about 14, but pale and
thin, and, crouching low in the seat,
he looked scarcely 12 years old. His
face and hands were dirty, as if with
long and rough travel, his clothing
soiled, his coat torn and dusty. He
#at with his back balf turned toward
me, intently watching the door. His
pallor showed through the grime,
Yyet, as the conductor entered, I noted
an added wave of sickly wanness
spreading over his tanned neck, and a
great pulse began to flutter in and
out beneath his ear.

I leaned forward, apprehensive of—
I knew not what.

What the boy said was too low for
my ears, but the eonductor's voice
was clear and stern. “Eh? No ticket!
Then you must pay your fare. What?
No money, either! Neot a cent? Then
what are you doing here. How dare
You board the train? I'll have to put
Jou off at the next station.”

A wave of painful red passed over
the tanned neck. The boy’s rejoinder
was long, but still inaudible to my
ears,

The conductor's voice softened n
little as he said: “I'll see to you
when 1 come back,” and passed on his
rounds.

The boy rose unsteadily, and passed
the back of his hand across his eyecu.
He passed out and forward into the
smoking car. He walked with a limp.
Was he going to throw himself from
the train? Should I run after him?
Bhould I call the brakeman? Or was
ke only going te beg his fare from
some kind-faced traveling salesman
in the smoker?

When the conductor, at liberty, re-
turnad through our car, I stopped
him with my questions. *“No,” he

I TOOK HIS THIN AND FEVERISH
HAND IN MINE.

said, “no need of money for him, but
the little rascal looks hungry. Yes,
I'll take them to him; thanks. Looks
to me like a case of runaway boy,
but he says he is trying to get home,
and, if he tells the truth, I'll put him
thrnugh."

Soon, the conductor returned, with
my napkin and sandwich case.

"I guess the little chap §s all
Bquare,” he said. “He claims to live
at W——, where my home is, and 1

know the name he gives. There is
such a family there, and he told me
where his brother works, and his sis-
ter is a teacher in one of the schools.

“It is the end of my run, and when
we get to W—— I'll take him to the
house myself, before I go home, and
try to see his mother alone.

“Yes, he has a mother living, but
he is afraid his father won't let him
stay. Oh, no! not any trouble at alll
We have lots of such cases. Only
Wwhat I'd want a man to do for one of
my little chaps. Maybe you could
find out more of his trouble, and help
put him right. T'll send him back in
here.”

When the child returned T went
and sat by his side, and, without a
word, took his thin and feverish hand
In mine. Presently the whole story
burst, like a torrent long repressed,
from the starved, defrauded young
heart, yes, from the breaking child-
heart, bearing its tortures of griet
alone, in a Christian land, with a
home, a father, a mother, a young
lady sister, a big brother and a baby
sister,

And what had caused all his mis-
ery? What had the child done? Let
his own Incoherent words tell:

“Yes, ma'am, I will. I'll tell yon
the whole thing, straight, hope to dle
it T don’t. It was all in school the
frouble happened. Wish I hadn’t LY

{:

) nodded for me to hand it across the

. the floor, and teacher she heard it,}
and came and picked 'em all up, and [

' me out of school!

gone that day! And I never done a
thing, honor bright! This is the way
it begun. A big boy—he was visiting
our room—he give me & book and

wisle to Alice. Alice, she's the preach-

er's girl, and when she took it, a lot
of things fell out of the book onto

they was bad pictures, and had folks
naked on ‘em.

ecorner of my desk, but I never saw
one of ‘em before, hope to diel And
Alice she cried, and nobody wouldn't
believe me, and teacher she took and

come back from the other school-
house, and he wouldp't believe me
neither, and they had the whole
school board into it, and they turned
And I never laid
eyes on their old pictures, till I saw
the teacher pick them up, after Alice
dropped ‘em.

“But pa, he wouldn’t believe me,
and he beat me with a cane, till ma
she made him stop, and he mnever
done it before; and ma, she cried all
night, and when sister came home
she wouldn't let me be in the sames
room, and she said if 1 wasn't made
an example of her room would cut up
worse than ever.

“And A®ce was sick and had to
stay out, and when she went the gir's
wouldn't speak to her, and after
awhile her pa—the preacher, you
know—he had to moye away to a new
church, where they didn't blame
Alice, 'cause some of the scholars
gnid that she brough# the pictures tn

ool.

“But T know she didn’t, "canse Tom,
my chum, he risked a lickin' to come
up in our barn % see me, and he told
how that big boy had visited our
room, he bought cigarettes, and the
candy-kitchen woman she tore ‘em
open and dropped a roll of pictures
on the floor, 'cause she dast’ent to
sell 'em, and the boy he sneaked
around and picked ‘em up, and put
some in the book he got me to hand
to Alice, and when he see the teacher
was a-coming he just tucked the rest
into the corner of my desk, and Tom
eaw it all.

“And ma she come in the night, and
she put some cool stuff on the big

Georgie! no she wouldn't!"—(here
the tears came)—"but she said:
‘Now, QGeorge, if you will only tell
me the truth, and confess where you
got those shameful pictures, T will be-
lieve you, and try to forgive you, and
you can kiss little sister again,’ (for
she'd kept me away from the baby,
as if I was so bad I'd black off onto
her), and I couldn't say nothing butl
just what I had sald, to the teacher
and all the board, and so I said:
‘Why, ma, I have told you all T know
about it. That boy that went away
the next day, he gave me the book
to hand to Alice, and I never knew
anything was in the book. And Tom
saw him stick the rest in my desk,
but his ma won’t let him mix up in it.'
But ma, she just oried some more,
and said: ‘Oh, George, if I could only
get you to confess, maybe your
father wouldn't send you awayl®
‘Away!’ says I. ‘Yes," ma says, ‘he
is going to send ybu away, to get you
out of bad company, to his brother's
on the farm, for you can't go to
school here, you know, and your poor
sister is afraid she can't keep her
place if you stay.'

“So pa he wrote a letter to Uncle
Alf, and 1 don't know what was in it,
but he wrote back, and then I had to
£o. And ma, she felt so bad she
wouldn't let the baby kiss me good-
by, and the baby stretched out her
little hands and cried after me, and I
guess I'd a died, only ma run after us
and give me one good hug., But pa,
ke just blowed Ris nose, and said the
train was there, and I must be a goud
boy and work hard, and then the
train started,

“Uncle Alf begun hard on me first
off, and he made me work early and
late, and I never stayed any on a
farm before, and he expected me to
know it all, and I got so lame and
stiff, and 1 let the norse step on my
foot, and he wouldn’t let me stop
work, and I guess I'Nl always limp,
and the hired man that slept with
me, he was mean to me, and [ didn't
have a thing to read, and all the time
Aunt Jane had kept the children
away from me as if I was pison, and
I got so homesick [ thought I should
die, and one night T just got up and
started home, but Uncle Alf he heard
me, and he took after me with u
rawhide and said he'd teach me to
run away. Se¢ that—that's where
the end of it cut me! That was a
week ago, but it seems a Year, and
early yesterday moraing 1 hid in
a place I found, and when they was
all out a-lookin' for me, I crawled
out, and run for life, and here I be,
and I've just got to get home, even
it T can’t go to school, and I'll just
hang onto my ma, and make her be-
lieve me, "cause I told her the truth
about them pictures. I¢'s I'm

afraid of, but he ain't like Uncle Alf,
after all,

“Say, lady, T wigh you'd tenn me
what makes 'em let folks put such
pictures inside cigarettes!™

“I eould not tell him. Friends, can
you?

But what if the next innocent vie-
tim of our faulty civilization should
be your boy, or my boy? Oh, be
sure his mother would believe him.
and never fail him, though all the
world beside visited upon his help-
less head the blame that lies upon us
all—citizens, who let this accursed
thing flourish in our midst.

And what of the motherless Allce,
with taint on her budding girlhood?
What of her father, the man of God,
driven from his parish by injustice?
Whose business is it to eleanse our
news-stands, our candy-kitchens, our
grocery-stores and our restaurants
from these vile destroyers of
dearest and our best?—Mrs. McVean-
Adams, 1 Union Signal.

Closed the Ineident,
The driver lashed the muls,
To make her travel fastear,
The mule, she landed one swift kiek—
And got another master.

“And they found some more, in the |

locked me up till the superintendent |;

welts where pa licked me, and she
cried some more, and she gald: ‘Now,
George,"—and she wouldn't call mal.

bava nothing to wear, have you?
ourf Wife (with alacrity)—No, indeed, T
haven’t; not a thing. I'l be ashamed
(b0 be seen anywhere. My very newest
| party dress has been worn three times
already.

fold Blifkine when he offered me two
tickets

Observed at a Funeral at the
} Fort Hall Agency.

’
A

t Ban Tasnges and Cuas-
toms Carried Out with Startling
Effect by Hundreda of Braves
nnd Squaws,

A typical Indian funeral took place
at Fort Hall Indian agency, Idaho,
recently, and all of the ancient
usages and customs of the race were
carried out with dramatic effect.

After laying out the dead Indian

ing ome side of his face an olive
green and the other a bright orange,
the friends proceeded to collect the
effects of the deceased and divide
them among thp mourners. The
trading post was next visited. Here
about $150 was spent in purchasing
such articles as beads, blankets,
fancy bags, red cloth, shawls, pipes,
calico and other things, all dear to
the Indian heart.

the funeral proper, which was sed
for the following day. Throughout
the night those who had been fa-
vored with the personal effects of the
dead Indian howled and shrieked in
hideous fashion. Early in the morn-
ing the body was carried to a con-
venient hill. There it was met by a

the most part of squaws, stripped to
the waist and with their legs bared
to the knees. As soon as the proces-
sion of body-bearers hove in sight

and without interruption, save for
occasional ear-splitting shrieks from
the braves, they kept this up for
some time in rude unison. As they
wailed they cut their arms and legs

causing the blood to flow freely.
When the flow from these wounds
partly or
would tear the gashes with their fin-
ger nails to bring on renewed bleed-

THEY HOWLED AND SHRIEKED,

evidences of their sorrow. Above the
din created by the mourners a voice
could occasionally be heard recount-
ing the virtues of the deceased.

For three hours thi§ ceremony went
on. Then some friend of the dead In-
dian eonceived the idea of a double
funeral as more fitting evidence of
grief. The mourners at once proceed-
ed to exhume the body of a little child
o! the deceased that had been buried
the week previous. After the body had
been taken from the grave it was
given to a big squaw, who clapsed the
little one to her bosom, mounted a
pony, and rode back and forth through
the erowd shouting the virtues of both
father and child in fantastic fashion.

In the meantime a grave had been
dug. It was twice as large as was
necessary to contain the body, but an-
other was prepared for the ehild at
right angles with that of the father,
making the whole resemble the letter
T. The bodies were then tumbled into
these rough holes in the ground, the
head of the child resting against the
eide of the father. Both were appro-
priately painted and decorated and
then the squaws set up an awful wail-
Ing, which ineffect eclipsednny of their
previous efforts. Next came the dona-
tions to the dead. Articles of every de-
seription which might prove beneficial
or entertaining to the Indian in the
“happy hunting ground” were lavished
upan his body until the grave was filled
to within a short distance of the sur-
face., Then enough dirt was heaped on
to fill the grave, and a pole was stnck
In the ground, to which were attached
a medicine flag and the dancing and
war headdress of the deceased. Two
of his favorite horses were then killed
#n the grave and this ended the burial
rites.

Here In a Curious Cheelk,

A enrious check was presented tothe
eashier of one of the Tonawanda banks
recently. This check, which was for
ten dollars, was made payable to “the
sweetest of the sweet,” and was pre-
sented to the cashier in the ordinary
way. The cashier, naturally startled
by the urmsual expression in the body
of the check, asked, in innocence:
“Who is the ‘sweetest of the sweet?” ™
“I am,"” replied the Iafly. “Kindly -
dorse it that way,” said the cash¥er.
Bhe did. And, as her husband’s account
warranded it, for, like prudent man, he
had not overdrawn it, “the sweetest of
the sweet” received her m-@ey.

Mock Money for the Dead,

A curious industry in China is the
manufacture of mock money for offer-
ings fo the dead. The pieces are only
half the size of thereal codns, but the
dead are supposed not to know the
difference. The dummy coins are made
of tin, hammered to the thinness of
parer and stamped ont to the size re-
quired.

Vilest Wretch on Reeord,
Busband (kindly)—My . dear, you

Husband—Yes, that's just what I

for the opera to-night. I knew

—CChicago Tribune.

W I took them they'd enly be wasted,

THE RICHMOND PLANET, RI

in handsome pative costume, puint-‘

Then active preparations began for

delegation of mourners composed forf

the squaws set up a low wailing ory, !

with knives, bits of stone or glass, '
completely ceased they,

ing. This torture is one of the prime !

o

I hu off 2—Tit-Bits.

A Bpeillt Story,

Brown (in the middle of tall ah:lo:
story)—Ha had I taken
'I-:.' the Mo o msght when 1 heard
& rustle in the jungle grass, and per-
,deived an enormous approach-
ing on my left. I now found myself

lon the horns of a dilemmal

Interesting Little Boy—Oh, 'and
,Which did you shoot first—the lion,
or the tiger, or the dilemma?—Lon-
.don Punch.

T just got one. You won’t mind if
Ty

Ambition,
For some the cheering of the throng
For some the pleasures riches bringy
For some proud titles or a nod
Of recognition from the king:

! For some sweet fame or grace tostle

| The hearts of weary men with song—
For me to just hold hands with her,

: Ang let the 0ld world drift along.
~Chicago Record-Herald.

THE WRONG PLACE,

—r

!

First Trombone—Ach, do not blay
bhere. Let us avay.

The Double Bass—But der man in-
side said dot we blays here he would
take us in undt give us a drink.

First Trombone—But dot ist der
drubbles. Dond you see it ist er min-
eral vatter boddling vorks. Herrouse
mit um.—Chicago Tribune.

Balt,

The fisherman, with line and hook,
Hears, ashe 1dly basks,

The gurgle of the limpid brook—
And eke the llmpld flasks.

~—Phiiadelphia Press.

Why the Doctor Falit Badly,
i “Dr. Bingham's badly used up by his
last case, ah?”

“I should say so. He pronounced the
patient dead and sent for the under-
taker, when he came to life.”

“He ought to be glad of it.”

*Not atall. Having pronounced the
girl dead, he considered her recovery

areflection on his kill.”—Denver Pimes.

She Waas His Opal,
| 8he—You know, George, they say
,the only gem which cannot be imitated
is the opal.

He—My dear, T have always consid-
ered you as a jewel, and now I know
what sort of a jewel you are, for there
is none like you.—Yonkers Statesman.

Honeymoon Trast,
Mrs. Oldun—And do you really be

| lieve everything your husband tells

_youp"

| Mrs. Newed—To be sure I do. Tom
says he tells me¢ nothing but the
truth about things I should know.—
Chicago Daily News.

An Economint,

“They say he’s an economieal man.”

“Economical! Well, rather. Why,
he told the young man who was en-
gaged to his daughter that if he wounld
elope with her he'd give him half what
the wedding would cost."—Chicago
Post.

=
TRUTH APPARENT,

Mrs. Avoirdipois (to small mam
who who is hurrying)—Stop pushing
me, gir! You needn’t think you can
push me because | haven't an escort.
—Chicago Daily News,

————
GREAT DISADVANTAGE,

Maud—I never read serial stories In
newspapers and magazines.
Ethel—Why not?

Maud—Because one can never read
the last chapter first.

Like Muater, Like Man.

*“A mule,” said Mr. Erastus Pinkley,
“is sho’ one er de meanes’ animals dat
walks on feet.”

“Das 80,” answered Mr. Caseius Colli-
flower; “but when you considers some
o' de human folks he has to work foh
you can't so0 much blame de mule,"—
Washington Star.

Thrilllng Moments,
“Johnnie,” called the mother, *T
want you to go to the store for mel™
“Wait a minute, maw” replied the
youth, who was absorbed in a five-cent
volume. “Pepperhole Pete has 37 In-
dians to kill, an’ it only take him
abcut two minutes.”—Columbus (0.)

-u—..-“

State Journal.
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